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What shall it profit me to give my foes

This one thing mine that hallows me, this name,

This royal shadow ? If I be no queen,

Let me bleed here ; as being uncrowned I know

That I shall die of all your promises.

Lindsay*   We came not, madam, to put force on you,
And save your life by violence j but take note,

^Laying his hand on her ttrrrt.
As in this hand your own is fast, and hath
No power till mine give back its power again
To strive or sign, so fast are you in ward
For life or death of them that bid you live
And be no queen, or die.

Queen.                             I thank you, sir,

That of your love and courtesy have set
This knightly sign upon my woman's flesh
For proof if I be queen or no, that bear
Such writing on my body of men's hands
To seal mine abdication.    Sirs, read here ;
What need I sign again ? here may men see
If she be queen of Scotland on whose arm
Are writ such scriptures as I wist not yet
Men's eyes might read on any woman born.
Yet will I write, being free, to assure myself
This is my hand indeed that wears the sign
Which proves it vassal to the stronger.    Sirs,
Take back your papers ; and albeit, my lorclt
The conquest you have made of me henceforth
Lift up your heart with pride, I pray you yet
Boast not yourself on women overmuch,
Lest being their conqueror called and praised for tha?